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“Precision ’ For nearly twenty years every 


Packard car was built by hand. This slow, 
costly process was the only way to insure the 
highest standards of precision manufacture 
then possible. 


Today Packard precision requirements could 
never be attained by hand work. Wonder- 
ful machines which make motor parts with 
watch-like accuracy now permit Packard 
engineers to design to ever closer limits. 
Even the Packard connecting rod bearings — 
more than two inches in diameter — are 








“The supreme combination of 
all that is fine in motor cars.” 


diamond-bored to limits of one ten-thouw- 
sandth of an inch. 


And Packard realizes that extreme precision in 
manufacture means little if it cannot be easily 
long maintained in use. So Packard precision 
is protected by the chassis lubricator and other 
engineering improvements, found together 
only on Packard cars. Constant proper lubri- 
cation insures the practical result of fine 
design and fine workmanship— 


Which is—first-class transportation through- 
out an unusually long life. 
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LIFE, LIBERTY AND 
THE PURSUIT OF 
HAPPINESS 


JUDGE 


WEATHER FORECAST 
(For the White House) 
IT ISN’T THE HEAT 
IT’S THE TIMIDITY 


THE WORLD’S WITTIEST WEEKLY 





DRAGGED TO ALTER 


ACCORDING to a 
glycerin 


trade journal, 
excellent anti- 
freeze mixture for automobile radi- 
ators. Now if some bright Johnny 
would only discover something for 
the radiators in apartment houses. 


makes an 


A FRreENcH writer says that Amer- 
ica was not discovered by Columbus 
in search of the riches of India but 
by a Frenchman in search of fish. 
The result of our foreign loans seems 
to substantiate this theory. 


AIMEE WINS BIKE RACE 

Tuts month marks the seventh 
anniversary of our national Prohibi- 
tion. Fifteen men on a dead man’s 
chest. Yo, ho, ho, and a bottle of 
Government alcohol! 























SATURDAY, JANUARY 29, 1927 


In an effort to eliminate skidding 
and noise, London is now experi- 
menting with rubber streets. What 
this country needs is rubber pedes- 
trians. 


COLD WAVE HITS CITY 
A New York motion picture 
theater that was recently opened, 
has an art gallery, college-room, 
lounging-room, smoking-room, grand 
lobby, foyer, 
fountain. 


and a 
The only thing that seems 
to be lacking is a movie worth while 
going to see. 


super organ 


LOVE NEST PROBED 
Tue trouble with America’s foreign 


relations seems to be that they are 
too darn poor. 























“Say, Bill, which way is North?” 
“Search me!” 
“My Gawd, we're lost!” 
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THUG BETRAYS PAL 
RETURNING from her ninth round 
the-world voyage, the steamer 
President Van Buren has docked in 
Boston with a consignment of 228,000 
corkscrews America 
should manufacture its own commod 

ities. 


from France. 


Tue Society of Chemical Industry 
of England has announced a chemical 
process for converting dry sawdust 
into food. If they bring their dis- 
covery over here they'll run into a 
lot of suits for patent infringement. 


BLAST KILLS THREE 


THE poison campaign and the pad- 
lock program have made it hard to 
get a really good drink unless you 
are a policeman, a Prohibition agent 
or a revenuer. 






























































00a year. 15c a copy 
Joseph T. Cooney 


e-Pre ’ 
Particular attention is called to the fact that every article and picture appearing in 
Section 3 of the Copyright Law of the U 


s. 
Chicago: 225 North Michigan Avenue. 
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Wrxvpow WasHer—Wotta fool—wotta fool! I forget I’m 
washin’ the basement winder and I get dizzy and fall! 


The Month After Christmas 


‘ , 


; on’t tell me,” said father 
“That the radio is here to 
stay. 
“We've sixteen payments more to 
meet 
Or they'll take the thing away.” 
Paul Lutz 


Fairy Story 


Once upon a time a man got to- 
bacco heart from smoking five-cent 
cigars. 

AAS 


Most of the readers of tabloid 
papers don’t know what tabloid 


The Order 


ial ELLO... Gimme Main 8036.... 
Yeah ... Hello, is this Mac? 


. .. (Lowers voice) Say, Mac, this is 


Bill... Say, send up a quart, willya’ 
. .. Yeah, same as last time, only 
not so watery, ha! ha! ... No, it 


wasn’t so good last time. . . What? 
... Yeah, just alittle party. ... Yeah, 
birthday celebration. . .. Yeah, Willie 
—he’s nine to-day ... Like it? I'll 
say he likes it!... Yeah, ’at’s right— 
choclut and vinella—rush it right up, 
willya, Mac? ... Bye. 


Gurney Williams, Jr. 


Lost and Found 


[ ) seamrnare the table, 
Over by the chair, 

I have looked all over, 
It’s not anywhere. 


Searching takes a lot of time, 
Looking keeps one busy, 

I have gone around so much 
I am getting dizzy. 


My head’s awhirl; the room, it seems, 
Just simply spins around it; 
And now I’m feeling just the same, 
As if I’d gone and found it! 
William Gote 


means. What your feet feel like on a cold night. 
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How to Determine What 
Your Income Tax Will Be 


Dvr down the amount you feel 
you should have earned during 
the year. 

Subtract 10 per cent. for breakage. 

Deduct wife, two dependent chil- 
dren, a ton of coal and the Govern- 
ment’s 25 per cent. credit. 

Divide by the number of income 
tax collectors and add a quart of oil. 

Multiply the result by the amount 
of time you’ve spent figuring. 

Add _benevolences, yesterday’s 
bank clearances and this and that. 

Total all of the figures on an adding 
machine and let simmer for fifteen 
minutes. 

Add or deduct your telephone 
number, the license number of your 
car and the number of false starts 
you've made to the dentist’s. 

Throw all the figures away and for- 
get it—you’re exempt anyhow. 


Frank H. Williams. 


* The Uncertain Moment 


“Are you insured against theft, 
fire, storm and accident?” 

“God only knows—I’ve just fin- 
ished reading the insurance policy.” 


eee 


Simile—It will create as little in- 
terest as a sham battle would in 
Chicago. 
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The Night Club waiter’s son adds up a column of figures. 
















Device offered to busy and prudent employers, who nevertheless desire 


to comply with office traditions. 


Critical 

“What ails Jones these days?” 

“His wife’s insomnia, his daugh- 
ters’ nerves, his mother’s dyspepsia, 
his son’s headaches and his father’s 
rheumatism.” 

Bad 

The things a man says when he is 

drunk with liquor, are never as 


foolish as those he says when in- 
toxicated with love. 


A ad 


The kind of men that telephone 
girls forget—subscribers. 


Rata 


Spam has its bullfights, but the 
United States has its elections. 
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All About the Truffle 


I’ I were to ask you what a truffle 

is, you would probably say that 
your wife used to wear them on her 
shirtwaists in the old pre-war days. 
As a matter of fact, you are a cock- 
eyed liar. But let that pass. Let 
us take down that handy little 
volume from the third shelf and turn 
to page 345. 
no page 345 in the book, and anyway, 
it’s a book about engineering, so 
here is Webster’s Dictionary, which 
is always a safe bet. Aha, here we 
are: “Truffle: a small comical doo- 
hickey which grows under the ground 
in France. ‘Try and find it.” 

Now that we have a working defini- 
tion of truffles, let us see what they 
are for and how they are captured. 
The process of obtaining truffles is 
known as “rooting for truffles” and 
is effected in the following manner: 
A pig is given a nice hot bath, mani- 
cured, and dressed in a warm woolen 
sweater with a turtle neck, with the 
school initial sewn with stout thread 
on the front. He is then given a new 
shiny megaphone and is ready for his 
task, which is to run up and down 
the side-lines where the truffles are 
concealed and shout vigorously, 
“Rah, rah, rah, rah, rah, rah, rah, 
rah, truffles, truffles, TRUFFLES!” 
After five minutes of this any self- 
respecting truffle will crawl out and 
die, but the truffle is a hardy mem- 
ber and as tough as a fraternity 
dance. Generally the truffle rises to 
his feet and gives prolonged cheers, 
even rushing onto the field and tear- 
ing down the goal posts at times. 
But finally he is exhausted and falls 
an easy prey to the keen-eyed 
“‘porker.”” 

Truffles are used widely in this 
country as stuffing for pillows and 
as such are highly esteemed. They 
are also occasionally used as verbs, 
as for instance in “Can I truffle you 
for a match?” or, as in Shakespeare's 
“Macbeth,” “Double, double, toil 
and truffle.” 

A number of homely sayings have 
sprung up about the humble little 
truffle, such as “As tough as a truffle’s 
ear” and “Don’t truffle yourself, 
kiddo, they’s other pebbles on the 
beach.”” More and more truffles are 
replacing men in industries, and the 
assertion that a truffle’s place is in 
the home is now seen in its true light. 
Gentlemen, I give you the health of 
the truffle! Perelman 


Unfortunately, there is 





The new type téte-a-téte roadster. 














This gent with the brass rail in his 
hand, 
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is nothing but a one-man portable 
saloon. 
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LITTLE SKID CAN DO 
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An Unusual Combination 
Gravel, Ky. 
T= little town of Gravel, Ky., 
four miles outside of Lexington, 
claims the unique distinction of 
numbering among its inhabitants 
Miss Lyra Snodgrass, generally con- 
ceded to be the world’s champion 
horsewoman. Although not a Gra- 
velian by birth, Miss Snodgrass has 
resided there a major portion of her 
twenty years. She was originally a 
resident of New York City, where, 
after being left an orphan at a tender 
age, she was adopted by a crack 
white-wings unit and cherished as 
the daughter of the regiment. It 
was here that she probably first came 
in contact with horses. After three 
happy years with her guardians, she 
moved to Gravel in order to be near 
as many horses as possible. For the 
last sixteen years Miss Snodgrass 
has been a constant hanger-on 
around the stables, where her job 
is to lead a horse to water; but, as 
she laughingly remarks, “You can’t 
always make him drink!” 
Miss Snodgrass, probably through 
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vaudeville accordion 


Unfortunate 
player whose hall bedroom is too small 
to practice in. 





We have no name for this rear-seat-driver 


device— 
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YOU’RE AN ASS! 
Signal to the fellow behind who 
blows his horn when you can’t locate 
the starting pedal. 


but every married man should have 
one. 


long association with her equine 
friends, has taken on many of their 
characteristics, including a_ long, 
bushy fetlock and cropped ears. She 
is responsible for the prediction that 
in ten years American women will all 
crop their ears, and this correspond- 
ent for one, sees a grain of truth in 
the statement, for cropped ears lend 
any woman an air of smartness, es- 
pecially if she be equine. But it is 
in her eating that Miss Snodgrass 
most closely resembles her four- 
footed friends. She eats like a horse, 
only different; whereas most of them 
eat from mangers, Miss Snodgrass 
uses a plate. She eats quite heavily 
as a rule; her record performance 
took place recently when at one 
sitting she disposed of two pecks of 
peanuts, five lemons, half a dozen 






squabs, two pounds of watermelon 
rind, and three copies of the Satur- 
day Evening Post. As they carried 
her to the operating table she whis- 
pered, “Some rat must have stolen 
that gallon of ice cream I had in the 
ice box. But let him beware; an 
elephant never forgets!’ This last 
is really an inaccuracy, for strictly 
speaking, Miss Snodgrass is a horse 
rather than an elephant. 

The one disadvantage of being a 
horse woman, as she herself points 
out, is that she has to be shod at 
least twice a year. “The nails used 
to hurt my feet, which were tender,” 
says Miss Snodgrass, “but as time 
wore on I got used to it. For the 
average woman who wants some- 
thing chic as well as serviceable, I 
should suggest a Number 5 steel 
shoe, held in place with a three- 
penny nail, say.” 

With only one or two exceptions 
Miss Snodgrass has given up her 
friends, preferring to hang around 
the stables where she knows she 
will get sympathy. There is some- 
thing almost noble in the sight of 
this free untamed creature running 
after the head stable boy and whin- 
nying for carrots or a cube of sugar. 
The horses themselves are very fond 
of her and have made her their con- 
fidante. They call her “Our Little 
Lady of the Elephants,”’ probably a 
sly allusion to the episode men- 
tioned before. But Miss Snodgrass 
only pouts and tosses her fine head. 
“You just wait till I get old enough to 
draw a grocery wagon!” she taunts 
them, and if this prediction means 
anything, she will yet draw plenty 
of them. She has been pronounced 
by many lovers of fine horse flesh as 
“a nifty piece of yard-goods,” and 
her career is only beginning. 

Perelman 
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Nancy gets an invitation to visit Aunt Hester in Podunque. From what she has heard about her, she’s sure Aunty would 
never approve of modern clothes— 
7 
So she gets some of Grandma’s costumes out of the attic avd looks forward to a nice old-fashioned visit far from 
the maddening crowd. 
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Roger Kahn’s Perroquet certainly 
has a lot of glass!.... it’s just about 
the glassiest place I've ever been in 

. the floor’s glass, the tables are 
glass, the waiters have glass arms 
and the customers a glassy stare ..... 
with so much glass it’s not difficult to 
see why the Perroquet isa flop..... 
about as 
fortable as the goldfish in the tables 
they sitat.... 


the customers are com- 
. it’s a case of serving 
ham on gold platters and most of the 
hams are from Ioway .... . the darn 
place reminded me so much of 
Schrafft’s it was all I could do to keep 
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from ordering a chocolate soda 
the official song of the Perroquet 
should be “Glass Bottom” = 
that’s not 
glassy about the place and that’s a 
lady named Rosita who’s just about 
the most graceful gel in this metrop- 


ever there’s one thing 


ee George Olsen told me, 
George and I are just like this (busi- 
ness of crossing 
fingers) that night 
clubs have got to 
be small to go over 
cose people simply 
don’t like a big 
place..... they 
like to be jammed 
in and if the dance floor is bigger 
than a dime they’re sore...... 
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A very snooty letter from one 
Jefferson Machamer ... . “Dear 
Judge, Jr.: Your occasional 
sickening criticisms of my draw- 
ings for High Hat have been 
called to my attention. I just 
can’t stand it any longer. I’m 
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not strong, you know! Last 


spring 
my putting went bad and compli- 
cations set in and my nervous system 
broke out in teeny rash _ spots 
and left oblong little holes all over 
the golf course. I’m sure you are 
not one to hit a man when he’s pull- 
ing a cork out of a bottle. Must I 
tell your public of your terrible be- 
havior at the Pirate’s ball and other 
jernts? Gincerely yours, no end 

. Let him 
without gin cast the first 


Jefferson! .... No one ever saw me 


Jefferson Machamer.” 


stone, 


spending the evening sleeping on a 
brownstone stoop! .... and I could 
go on and on ad finitum, if I wanted to 
belittle! 
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A bird himself John 
Harvard says that the young Phi 
Beta Kappa lady who wrote in from 
Radcliffe was very untruthful, or the 


“no Har 


vard man, no matter how intoxicated 


who signs 


letter was a fake, because 


he might be, would accost a girl from 
Radcliffe” .... 


feeling between the two colleges... . 


there’s evidently ill 


suppose Radcliffe was too rough! 





Hal Lovette from San Francisco 
sends in a recipe that sounds mighty 
good 
Orange Sherbet, 


Gordon water and 
half and half—fill 
glasses three- 
full and 


add charged water 


quarters 


ones he calls it an 
“Orange Blossom” 
ee he also wants 
to know if I wear a 
mustache ..... 


Hal, no! 
he 


The Eighteenth 
Edition of “Here's 
How” how being 
prmted! ..... If 
you haven't 
ordered your copy, 
or I might 
say “copies,” do it 


(Advt.) 


dyer. 


even 


now ! 
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See, 
that’s the 
way! 
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What’s In a Wallet? 


By" few years the male of the 

species decides that it’s about 
time to empty out his wallet. ... “The 
old thing’s getting pretty bulky and 
the ends are starting to tear .. 
good idea to get a new one.” 

No expedition in the far corners 
of the globe, unearthing secrets of 
ancient civilizations can ever hope 
to stumble upon more interesting 
relics than the average man dis- 
gorges from his pocketbook or wallet 
when the fever of a personal house- 
cleaning is upon him. 

His excavations reveal an assort- 
ment somewhat like this: 

Two Chinese laundry tickets, yel- 
low with age, which fail to awaken 
any memory whatsoever of having 
given a bundle of wash to Hip Sing 
or John Lung, wherever both may be. 

Expired automobile operator’s li- 
censes for the years 1922, 1923, 1924. 
Frantic search through nooks and 
crannies fails to disclose license for 
the present year. 

Three postage stamps (mucilage 
gone); fifteen money-order receipts; 
one nail file; one grimy card marked Yh ga 
“Nick’s Garage—Auto Towing At it tae od 
All Hours”; one slip reading “I. O. U. 


Seto Rais Eaton, ~GO-DESMOND'AND MAY YOU 
fifteen or twenty salesmen’s business BR EA K A L E G, ON THE WAY oOVU 7 


cards, the names on which are en- 





tirely unfamiliar, and three clippings My word, what a funny anecdote about the Bowery! Anybody who can 
of inspirational poems, starting, “It read will surely get a peach of a giggle out of this one. Brass-knuckle Joe, 
can be done.” the toughest thing on wheels, had just retired for the night, but he couldn't 

Crumpled membership sleep. Finally, he awoke his “batter half,” Frowsy Fanny, and said, “Hey, 


kid, I forgot somethin’ before I went to bed, but I can’t remember what 
it was!” “I know,” mumbled Fanny sleepily, “you forgot to put this 
gat out!” How does this tickle your fancy? 


cards in non-existent 
benevolent and fraternal 
organizations; one little 
packet of court plaster; 
two bone toothpicks in 







tissue wrappers; one printed guar- 
antee that accompanied purchase of 
a ninety-eight cent watch in 1923; 
half a dozen personal calling cards | 
too soiled for use and an unfilled 
doctor’s prescription issued two years 
ago. 

One memo in wife’s handwriting: 
“Get white paint for kitchen chairs. 
Have radio battery charged. Ring 
up plumber.” Nine _ identification 
cards giving name and address of 
person to notify “in event of illness | 
or serious accident” ; two time-tables 
Summer Schedule 1922; three ex- 
pired commutation tickets; one news- 
paper clipping predicting the end of 
the world, and a snapshot of a baby 

, playing with a puppy. 
LreanvDER—I always said co-education was bunk. Hugh Wood 
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Editor, Norman Anthony. Associate Editors, William Morris Houghton, William Edgar Fisher, Phil Rosa, Jack Shuttleworth. Dramatic Editor, George Jean Nat! 


Oil and Water 


T seems a shame to add another indiscretion to the 
Mexico-Nicaragua mess, but doesn’t it simmer down 
to this, that the American Government ts pursuing an 

imperialistic policy in Mexico and Central America for 
very definite reasons? One of these reasons is the Panama 
Canal. Another is Mexican oil. Both of these things 
are considered of such vital importance to the country 
in a military as well as a material way that the Amer- 
ican Government is sensitive to the slightest threat 
against its control of them. It cannot brook ascendancy 
in the nations that command the Canal by other than its 
own friends, no matter what the legal or technical rights 
of their rivals, and it cannot acquiesce in the alienation of 
the Mexican oil lands from its own nationals. 

In other words, in assessing the acts of your Govern- 
ment in Central America you, as an American, must first 
decide whether you would retain unimpaired the very 
obvious national advantages afforded by control of the 
Panama Canal and Mexican oil, or would be willing to 
see them go by the board. For it is idle to assume that 
such treasures can be retained without imperialism. It is 
not only Russia that would delight in depriving us of 
them and thus checking the advance of capitalism, but 
every one of our capitalistic rivals. We either maintain 
our creatures in charge of this strategic strip of continent 
or they put in theirs. It is the old choice between power 
and saintliness, or, if you please, between might and right, 
and it isn’t any easier to make nationally than personally, 
or now than 1,900 years ago. 


se fF F&F SH SH 


r. KeLLtocG has chosen power, and so in similar 

circumstances has every one of his predecessors, 
even the pious Bryan. And if he knew how to put his 
choice up to the American people he’d have the vast majority 
of them behind him, for certainly a people nurtured on the 
Religion of Success can be in no mood for the great renun- 
ciation. It isn’t what Kellogg has been trying to do so 
much as the way he has gone about it and the reasons he 
has given that has brought all the blushes. The old 
gentleman, trembling with the hypocrisy of his upbringing 
and the awe of political expediency, has been playing with 
lies and subterfuges until he has become so entangled 
and ridiculous, and his country with him, that we can 
plainly hear the laughter of the gods. As Secretary of 
State he is an excellent e ponent of the Charleston. How 
the Countess Karolyi must be enjoying his performance! 


Onward, Christian Soldiers 


Se LONG ago that it embarrasses us to think of it, we 
urged the officers of the Ku Klux Klan to get aboard 
the anti-evolution band wagon and grab the reins. Now, 
we fear, it is too late, and our old friend, the Invisible 
Empire, with its romantic knight gowns and night hoods, 
with its hempen nooses and tar kettles, is doomed to wither 
in the shadow of the Supreme Kingdom. 

Hatreds, like all strong emotions, are hard to sustain, 
unless they are reciprocated with an equal ardor. Once 
the Klan had sold memberships to all whom it could induce 
to hate the Catholics or the negroes or the Jews, it should 
have sought out as quickly as might be a fresh source of 
social vitriol and have tapped it against the day, just 
ahead, when the old antipathies would seem as stale as 
old jokes. Its failure to do so was bound to result shortly 
in a wholesale defection of membership and the reduction 
to a mere trickle of the golden flood that once made even 
a dentist forsake his calling. 

Of all the patriot promoters of the late Klan only 
Edward Young Clarke seems to have understood this 
principle, or circumstances have conspired to permit him 
to take advantage of it. Euchred out of his grip on the 
Klan exchequer and unfrocked, as it were, he turns up 
now with a brand new brotherhood founded on a fresh 
hate and seemingly as vital as the Klan is moribund. The 
Supreme Kingdom, we learn, has established organiza 
tions in sixteen states. It publishes an organ named 
“Dynamite.” It has John Roach Straton under a $30,000 
contract as chief ballyboo in a national drive for 4,000,000 
members, at from $12.50 to $1,000 each. Its only dan- 
gerous rival is Aimee Semple McPherson. 


Wig Wag 
We quote from an editorial in the New York World: 


“Recently King George of England let it be 
known that he harbored an intense dislike for bobbed hair; 
and now, according to a dispatch, ladies of the court who 
had been indiscreet enough to patronize a barber are 
wearing wigs until their hair grows again. Is there a 
man so dull that he does not know what that means? 
It means that in the next six months we are going to see 
nothing but wigs, wigs and still more wigs...” 


We can’t believe it. What, American women accom- 
modate their appearance to the whim of a foreign king? 
Never! _ When have they shown any tendency to kowtow 


to royalty? W. M. H. 




















CanvassEr— Madam, can I sell you a contrivance to start your furnace? 


? 


“You blind sap—I've got one! 


Tales of Missing Men 


I. The Weird Case of Andrew 
Googerty 


At NINE o'clock on the morning of 

* * October 1, Andrew Googerty left 
his home in Harlem to do a little 
shopping for his wife. He was, at 
the moment, a perfectly sane, normal 
man, except that he loved Mrs. 
Googerty and fully intended to re- 
turn to her within ten minutes. 

One block from his home he stop- 
ped at Cook’s delicatessen. There 
was a new girl behind the counter, 
one of the type which gentlemen are 
supposed to prefer, with large, blue 
eyes into which Andrew could look 
and clearly see the light shining on 
the back of her skull. 

“I want a tin of kippersnacks,” 
said Googerty, genially. 

The girl giggled. She just loved 
to be kidded. 

“Awgwan,” she answered. “Is 
yer false teeth loose?” 

“I have no false teeth,” replied 
Googerty, slightly annoyed. “I want 
a kin of tippersnacks, I mean I want 
a pin of snipperkacks.” 





“Gosh, this ain’t no hardware 
store!”’ the blonde retorted. 

“Tt isn’t hardware,” Googerty ex- 
plained, loudly and distinctly. “It’s 
fish—canned fish—a can of tikker- 
snips. You'll find it down there 
among the sardines.” 

The girl made an indifferent and 
unsuccessful search. 

“We ain’t got no can of snicker- 
snaps,” she declared. 

“IT said a cap of stikkersnicks,” 
snapped Googerty, “not a cat of 
stippersnicks, a kack of nikkerstips, 
Pia 

At this moment the proprietor 
came in. 

“Mr. Cook, this gemman says he 
wants a pan of skippertacks,” an- 
nounced the blonde. 

“No!” shouted Googerty, wildly. 
“Not a pan of skikkertaps, a skan of 
tikkerpaps, I mean a skin of spapper- 
tiks, a skak of spippertins, a snack of 
tinkippers, a—a—a—” 

“Just a moment,” begged Mr. 
Cook, and, taking the blonde aside, 
he instructed her to slip into the 
booth and phone the police. 

“Now,” he said, sparring for time, 
“the fresh—er—snapsnickers will be 
here in a few minutes. You see, I 
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CusToMER (in restaurant)—Can I get something to drink here? 


“Certainly, sir, but if you want anything to eat you'll have to send out 
for it.” 
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sold the last pan of snikkercats late 
last night, and—” 

“No! No! No!’ thundered Goo- 
gerty, “I don’t want a span of 
kikkersnats! I want a skik of pap- 
persnips, I mean a spap of snik- 
snakkers, a stack of—dammit!—a 
skack—kack—krak—ka—a ka-ka*!9, 


* * * * * 


The officers came too late to save 
the delicatessen, but Mr. Cook and 
his blonde accessory recovered after 
several weeks in the hospital. And 
that is all, or nearly all, of the facts 
in the strange case of Andrew Goo- 
gerty. 

There is, of course, the unidentified 
patient at Bellevue, who sits in his 
padded cell, hour after hour, mutter- 
ing, maudlinly, “It’s only a hoked 
smerring, a hoked smerring, a 
hoked—”’ 

And there is Mrs. Googerty, who 
still sits, with folded hands, in the 
little flat in Harlem, waiting, waiting, 
waiting for her Andrew to come home 
with that stip of nipperskaks. 

Asia Kagowan 


Where They Differed 


Ts were an ideal couple. 

He asked her to marry him 
because she always agreed to every- 
thing he said, and she accepted him 
for the reason that he never said 
anything to which she didn’t care 
to agree. 

They lived quite happily together. ZA = 
They feud the same thoughts as LE 
to what constituted happiness, and 
they both found satisfaction in the a shower bath. 
services of the same barber. 
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The large fur coat collar has absolutely eliminated the bead necklace, but, 
girls, the kneelace is now here and is very chic. 









Conviviav Visitor TO N1aGARA—’S’all ri,’ Offisher, I’m jush gonna take 


They liked the same shows, the 
same books and the same radio 
stations. They never even quarreled 
at bridge. 

Their taste in cigarettes was iden- 
tical and the one bootlegger delivered 
to him at his office and to her at the 
house. They agreed unanimously 
that children were a terrible bother. 

A life of harmony, an existence 
fraught with Arcadian peacefulness, 
seemed destined for them. 

But there came a rift, a rift .of 
deadly destructiveness, which scat- 
tered to the four winds the har- 
monious calm that had been theirs. 

Strange to say, neither of them 
could seem to care for the other’s 
affinity and so, they were divorced. 

Marion E. Burns 
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AHA THERE MY LITTLE PIGEON 
ACCOSTED THE GAY; ROUNDER., 


Here is a big howl for the shut-ins. Aunt Hester had little Eunice on her knee and was putting 
the infant through her paces. “Now, Eunice, I want you to wt me what an island is,” said Hester. 
“An island?” queried Eunice, clowning around. “Why, it’s a hunk of land surrounded entirely by a 


rum fleet!” That bimbo sure had a fancy line of groceries. 
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Saw something really new the 
. on a Junior Leaguer 
. gray spats which came up 
nearly to the knee... .. the flap 
which covered the instep was em- 


other day... 


too! eee 


broidered in colors ..... very attrac- 


tive. 


~ 


SZ 


One of the ““My Dears” received a 
leopard skin from a boy friend who 
had been on a big game hunt..... 
she wears the whole thing, legs and 


all, fora wrap..... it’s most gorge- 
ously exotic! 
Dear, Dear! . . . . another knock. 


.... “Dear Judgette: I must say 
vou are way behind the times if you 
say ‘Messin’ round’ is a new dance! 
It has been out in New Orleans and 
It’s not 
very nice, | must admit, to have some- 
body knock you the very first time 
you publish ‘High Heels,” but I just 
had to correct you for your own sake 


other points South for ages. 


because it’s just terrible to display 
such ignorance!—and not maybe! 
E.S. HB.” .... you're right!..... it’s 
just terrible and not maybe!... . 
the only excuse I have for my de- 
linquency is that I was frightfully 
busy at the time getting the dope on 
the Battle of Bull Run. 


—- 


Have you seen the new (I’m almost 
afraid to say that!) “Black Bottom” 
hats? .... the top may be any color 
with the brim black underneath and 
turning up... . saw the cutest hats 
in “Peggy-Ann”..... gray felt the 
shape of aviator’s helmets, covered 
with silver disks about the size of 
dollars, and a strap under the chin. 





Brother, Dear, suggests I start a 


“Hidden Apollo” contest among the 
' 


girlies ....allright!..... I saw the 


best looking man going into George 


Olsen’s Saturday night ..... he was 
a blonde and got out of a Wills 
Sainte Claire roadster! 


~ 

Two more kicks! .... the most 
adorable pair of rose quartz high 
heels from the Castlecliffe company 
.... they like the column and I 
suspect ... . publicity. 


oS> 


The Six Best “Steppers:” 

“You Know That I Know” 
Please). 

“Sing” (Betsy). 

“Blue Skies” (Betsy). 

“As Long As I’m With You” (No 
Show). 

“Where’s That Rainbow” (Peggy- 
.1nn). 


“Talking to the Moon” (No Show). 
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Proof 


HE Lunacy 
watched the defendant 
He seemed to be a man of normal 
mind. He was calmly answering the 
questions of the lunacy commission 


Commissioners 


ck sely. 


counsel, and the charge of insanity 
against him 
“This man’s not crazy,” the chair- 


seemed unsustained. 
man whispered. 

“Certainly not,” agreed a member. 

At that 
started a rapid-fire series of ques- 
tions. 

“Do you drink?” he demanded of 
the defendant. 

“Certainly, sir, whenever I can 
get hold of any good stuff from a 
reliable bootlegger,”’ replied the de- 
fendant. 

“Sane!” 


moment the counsel 


whispered the chairman. 

“Do you smoke?” asked the prose- 
cutor. 

“Why, ves, sir,” the defendant re- 
plied, smiling. “I 
when I was quite a youngster, hiding 
out in the barn with my father’s pipe 
and later stealing cigars from the 
fellows who called on my sister.” 


began smoking 


“Sane!”’ muttered a juror. 
“Do you swear?” continued the 
attorney. 

“When the occasion demands, I 
do, sir,” answered the defendant. 

“Sane!” the jurors nodded. 

The baffled. 
Then he produced a paper from his 
files, a receipt from an automobile 
company. 

“Is it true,” he yelled at the de- 
fendant, while the lunacy commis- 


attorney seemed 


sion members leaned forward, “that 
you paid cash in full for your auto- 
mobile?” 

“Tea, 

Immediately the jury brought in 
a verdict of insanity in the final 
stages. G. Hilton 


the defendant answered. 


Butler 
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. into the fire. 
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FTER a first act staged and 
A acted so badly that it has re- 
ceived excellent notices from 
my colleagues of the daily press, the 
Theater Guild’s production of “The 
Brothers Karamazov” gets into its 
stride and, with minor exception, 
proves to be the best thing that the 
boys and girls upin West Fifty-second 
street have contrived thus far this sea- 
son. The job of putting Dostoievski’s 
hefty novel into the narrow pro- 
scenium arch is, of course, relatively 
as simple as putting the Battle of 
Waterloo on a postage stamp, but in 
so far as the thing can be done at all, 
the parties to the present task have 
succeeded in doing it. What is more, 
the acting company is rather better 
than those that the Guild has been 
offering lately, for all the circum- 
stance that Alfred Lunt plays the 
réle of the eldest brother as if he 
were a football coach and George 
Gaul that of the second brother, 
particularly in the last act, as if he 
were Cecil Yapp with a hangover. 
But the Miles. Fontanne and Eames 
and the rest of the males in the troupe 
give very good accounts of them- 
selves indeed. 

Now that I have bestowed this 
much of praise upon the Guild, and 
pausing only to recommend the ex- 
hibit to your notice, I wish to take 
advantage of the resulting general 
good nature to make a complaint 
against the kind of audience the 
Guild assembles for its gala premiéres. 
Who the folks are who comprise this 
audience, I don’t know. But, who- 
ever they are, they certainly con- 
stitute one of the homeliest congresses 
of human beings it has ever been my 
dubious privilege to view in a show- 
house. I appreciate, of course, that 
it is none of a critic’s business what 
an audience looks like, but this is 
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by Georpe Jeam Nothass 


“Chicago” (Music Box) —The Windy City in 
terms of a tabloid newspaper. An amusing 
play. 

“Broadway” (Broadhurst)—The Rialto 
under a humorous microscope. Also an amus- 
ing play. 

“The Brothers Karamazov” 
viewed in this issue. 
—Combination of the 


“Vanities” (Carroll 


“Vanities” idea and the Charlot Revue. 
Repertoire (14th St.)\—Eva Le Gallienne’s 
last stand. 


“Sez” (Daly’s)—Cheap dirt. 

“The Constant Wife”  (Elliott)—Ethel 
Barrymore and W. S. Maugham make a good 
pair. 

“We Americans” (Eltinge)—Hokum for the 
Chosen People. 

“The Captive’ (Empire)—An excellently 
— play on perversion. Women should 
be barre 

“The Lace Petticoat” 
musical comedy. 


“The Illusionist” (46th St.)\—A delightful 


evening with the M. Sacha and the Mile. 
‘vonne. 

“The Squall” (48th St.)—Dull. 

“Ballyhoo” (49th St.)—Reviewed herein 


“Night Hawk” (Frolic)—Trash. 

“Oh, Kay!” (Imperial)—A bright music 
show with La Lawrence. 

“Oh, Please!” (Fulton)—A weak one with 


| La Lillie. 








Yel (Gaiety)—To be reviewed next 


week 

“Junk” (Garrick )—Terrible. 

“Crise Cross’ (Globe)—Very good dancing 
show headed by the Stone family. 

“The Silver Cord” (Golden)—Obviously 
written anti-mother-love play. 

“Caponsacchi” (Hampden)—Walter Hamp- 
den's favorite indoor sport. 

“The Devil in the Cheese” 
College boy fantasy. 

“The Noose” (Hudson)—A melodrama of 
the early nineties. 

“The Nightingale” (Jolson)—I haven't got 
around to this one as yet. 


(Hopkins)— 


“Two Girle Wanted” (Little)—For the 
kindergarten. 
“An American Tragedy” (Longacre)— 


Dreiser is still keeping 

“What Never Dies” 
badly produced. 

“The Ramblers” 
evening. 

“The Wooden Kimono” (Beck)—The same 
old mystery nonsense. 

“The Play's the Thing” (Miller)—Diverting 
risqué comedy by Molnar. 

“Yellow” (National)—See “The Noose.” 

“Betsy” (New Amsterdam)—Ziegfeld, like 
George <elly, has an off year. 

“Daisy Mayme” (P layhouse)—George Kelly, 
like Ziegfeld, ditto. 

“The Pirates of Penzance” 
up to “Tolanthe” revival. 

“In Abraham's Bosom” 
Paul Green's study of the N 

“The Padre” 
long. 

“The Constant Nymph” 
lightful play. 

“Countess Maritza” 


mum. 
Lyceum)—Tedious, and 


(Lyric)—Bobby Clark's 


(Plymouth)—Not 
x{Provincetown) = 
vegro. 

(Ritz)—This one will not live 
(Selwyn)—~A_ de- 


(Sherbert)—Hear Kal- 


| man’s score. 


“Gentlemen Prefer Blondes” 
—A good dramatization. 
“Peggy- — (Vanderbilt )}—Conventional 


musical comedy. 
“This Woman Business” (Wallack’s)—The 
(Waldorf) —Ditto, but it 


(Times Square 


undertaker is backing up 
“The Ladder” 
doesn't know it. 
“An Arabian Nightmare” 
reviewed next week. 
“Ghosts” (Mansfield)—Mrs. Fiske’s presen 
tation. Also for future review. 


(Cort)—To be 


(Guild) —Re- 


(Forrest)—Mediocre | 
































going too far! If the audience in 
question is recruited from the local 
intelligentsia, God surely must be 
on the side of morons. 


II 
Wie the recommendations are 


being ladled out to-day, let me 
pass along one for Maurine Watkins’ 
“Chicago.” La Watkins is a news- 
paper girl who studied playwriting 
under Professor Baker, currently 
practicing dramaturgic osteopathy at 
New Haven. Her play, a satirical 
burlesque of conditions in the western 
metropolis, contains some _ very 
shrewd observations, some very likely 
appraisal of character and some 
eminently juicy laughs. It takes a 
simple murder case and looks at it 
humorously in exactly the degree 
that the reporter for a tabloid howler 
would look at it seriously. What is 
more, it is well played by a company 
containing Francine Larrimore, Ed- 
ward Ellis and Charles Bickford. The 
best notices in the newspapers have 
been reserved, however, for an 
actress named Dorothy Stickney 
who, in the réle of a demented woman 
called Liz, simply slicks back her hair, 
stares intently at the balcony and 
periodically emits a screech against 
the Deity. This always passes for 
great character acting with the 
critical gents. 


Ill 


“BAttrr00,” by Kate Horton, is 
awful stuff. And as if the 
play itself were not idiotic enough, 
Mr. Janney, the producer, has hired 
the Russian Boleslavsky to direct it 
and James Reynolds to design the 
settings for it and to costume it. 
Now, both Mr. Boleslavsky and Mr. 
Reynolds are talented fellows, but 
(Continued on page 29) 
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THE SIX BEST SHORT STORIES OF THE YEAR 
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OMETHING like six months have 
passed since Warner Bros. in- 
troduced at their theater on 

Broadway the bill of 
Vitaphone features and John Barry- 
more in “Don Juan.” As it is still 
playing its two-a-day there, or was 
at this writing, it must be that the 
public likes it and that what I have 
to say about it is belated and super- 
fluous. Nevertheless, for the sake of 
the record, here goes: 

In the first place, the Vitaphone 
in this particular show was a dis- 
appointment. 


combined 


This may have been 
due to the position of my seat which 
was far back and somewhat raised, 
corresponding to the front row of the 
baleony in the older type of play- 
house. At that distance the voice of 
the speaker or singer seemed to take 
on a little more of the hollow sound 
which betrays its mechanical origin. 
And, more important still, it became 
diffused, so that instead of issuing 


“Now, you—ha, ha—cut that—haw 
har, har—go to that—wow, whee—Indignation Meeting.”’ 


| 
The I 


“Battling Butler” 


“Variety” 


Hough: 


‘m ] Jannings classic 


Buster Keaton triumphs 


“Beau Geste’’—Good in spots. 
“The Scarlet Letter’’—Lillian Gish at her 
best 
“The Strong Man”—Harry Langdon ditto 
| “Sparrows” —If you love Mary Pickford 
“One Minute to Play’’—Enough for Red 
Grange. 
“The Campus Flirt’’—Bebe, the tomboy 
“Tin Gods’’—Renée Adorée loves not wisely 
“You'd Be Surprised’’—Subtle Griffith 
“The Temptress’’—Miss Garbo is excellent 


“Kid Boots” 
| “The Ace of Cads 
“The Better “Ole” 
} “The Magician” 
“London” Poor 


It won't bore you. 


Mediocre Menjou. 

\ side-splitter. 
Well photographed bosh 
British film. 


“The Sorrows of Satar Orzgiastic. 
“Bardelys the Magnificent” —S' death! 

“We're In the Navy Now”—Very funny. 

“Everybody's Acting’ —All-star comedy. 


| “Upatage”—Full 


| “The Eagle of the Seas” 


“Potemkin” —Spk 
“What Price Glory 
“The Canadian” 
“Faust’’—Beautif 
“Old Tronsides”’ 


| “Michael Strogoff’ 


“The Gorilla Hunt” 


“Stranded in Paris” 


| “Tell It to the M 
} believe it 


distic 
| “Hotel Imperial” 
“Valencia” M 


| D’Arcy’s teeth. 


“A Little Journey” 


“The Fire Brigade” 


“Forever After™ Mush 


f vaudeville patter 

Ain’t nosech pirates 
ndid. 

?”’—Pictorially great. 
Drab. 


il 


Excessively patriotic. 


Exciting melodrama, 
Most interesting. 
4 bedroom and Bebe. 


trines’”—But they won't 


Exciting but propagan- 


Pola deserves better 
ae Murray flees Roy 


But quite long enough 


0 


! 
| 
} 











out! 


Ul 








[ie SN 

















from the lips it seemed to spring from 
the circumambient atmosphere. 
But 


flaws. 


these are minor mechanical 
A much larger fly in the oint- 
ment of my joy was the appearance 
of Will H. Hays, on the screen of 
course, in a speech of introduction. 
Mr. Hays at any time exhales an 
odor of sanctity that comports very 
indifferently with the average movie 
program. On this occasion he out- 
does himself, ending with a perora- 


“And 


he intones, arms stretched out, eyes 


tion on “service.” service,” 


rolled heavenward, “‘is the greatest 
commitment of life!’ 
“Don Juan.” 

Even SO, 
its overdone 


There fc slow s 


“Don Juan,” for all 
interiors and Roman 
might have 


“service” if it 


orgies, qualified as 
contained any of 
drama. It 
most of us fa- 
way with the 
(Continued on page 28) 


the elements of honest 


We 


in a general 


doesn’t. 
miliar 


are 


You're getting me—ha, ha, ha—in a helva shape to— 
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A.M. OR P.M. 


Boss—Gimmy a little kiss, will ya? 
Erric. StENoG.—No, it’s after five 
| o'clock. —Pitt PANTHER 


Pte 


Corrective Old Gentleman—My little 
man, you mustn't say,‘I ain’t going.’ 
You must say, ‘I am not going.’ 
‘He is not going.’ ‘We are not going.’ 
‘They are not going.” ” 

Little Johnny — Ain't nobody 
goin’? —Stevens Stone Mill 





Rated 


“My conscience bothers me.” 
“I didn’t know you had a con- 
science.” 
“Then it must be my stomach.” 
— Dartmouth Jack-o’-Lantern 


Pit 


Our idea of preparation is the boy 
who took four years of journalism 
and then opened a newsstand. 

—Iowa State Green Gander 


erated 


Hi—Say, wher’ve you been? 
Lo—To a wedding. 

“Any good?” 

“Rotten.” 

“Who got married?” 

“I did.” —Stanford Chaparral 


OS 


When the roll is called up yonder, 
I may find with deep remorse, 
True to form, again I have been 
Dropped completely frora the 
course. —Lehigh Burr 


niall 


“There ain’t no justice,” said the 
accused as he shot the judge. 
—Minnesota Ski-U-Mah 
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Ducrot—Hey, don’t spit on the 


Wife—What’s matter. Floor leak? 
—West Point Pointer 


The worst thing about football is 
that none of the cheer leaders ever 
—Carnegie Puppet 





Stop—So she proved untrue to 
you, eh? 

Lite—Yes, she went back to her 
husband. —Brown Jug 


rtd 


“My girl is a little brick.” 
“Mine is a hard baby, too.” 
—Lehigh Burr 





eye 





RE: 


First Drunxk—Anything behind? 
Seconp Drunk—No. 
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First Student—So Jack is against 
Prohibition? 

Second Ditto—Against Prohibition? 
Why he’s so wet that every time you 
blow on him he ripples. 

—Carolina Buccaneer 


lad 


Jester—’Tis bitter cold without. 
Watch—Without what? 
“Without breeches.” 

—Cornell Widow 


lad 


Baby—Googly ikkle wopple zump. 
Fond Mother—Yes, dear, that’s 
the public library. 


—M.1I1.T.Voo Doo 
FOS 


The professor rapped on his desk 
and yelled, ‘““Gentlemen, order!” 
The entire class answered: “‘Beer!” 
—Arizona Kitty Kat 


Pd 


It is a known fact that a man with 

a Harvard diploma and ten cents 
can get a cup of coffee anywhere. 
—Gettysburg Cannon Bawl 


Etta 


“Are you Dunhill?” 
“Milano.” —Carnegie Puppet 
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lady?” 
“I play basketball.” 
“Why don’t ya take up football?” 
—Cincinnati Cynic 





JUDGE 








He—My mother gave the frat some 
ties for Christmas. 
Sue—But I thought she gave them 
to you. 
“Well, what's the difference?” 
—Texas RANGER 


ae 


Conan—What would you say to 
poor old Jenkins if we could com- 
municate to the other world? 

Doyle—How in hell are you? 


— Minnesota Ski-U-Mah 


IIe 


We understand that the famous 
saying, “Call your shots” originated 
in the Chicago Loup district. 

—Southern California Wampus 
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Firo—What’s the difference between 
a girl and a horse? 
Joe—I don’t know. 
“I'll bet you have some great dates.”’ 
—QOuio State Sun Diar 


AAS 


Ike—Make your peace bozo, I’m 
about to shoot you. 

Mike—How come? 

“I’ve always said I’d shoot anyone 
who looked like me.” 

“Do I look like you?” 

“Te.” 

“Go ahead and shoot!” 


—Ohio Ho Bo 
ae 


Let’s eat, drink and then get Mary. 
—Vanderbilt Masquerader 


ad 


Judge—Did you or did you not 
strike this woman? 
Landlord—Your Honor, I 


only 


remarked that the wallpaper in her 
apartment bore fingerprints. 

Judge—Two years for knocking 
Next case. 


—Bucknell Belle Hop 


her flat. 





“So I sez to my boy, ‘If you've got 
your heart set on it, go to Cornell, but 
always Harvard 
man.” —CorNELL Wipow 


remember I’m a 
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The makers of the Midget Whippet offer you the advantages of a closed 
car that keeps you out in the open air. 


Letter from a Boob Abroad 
Dp" JupGe: Well, this is Ver- 


sigh-uh. That’s the way these 
foreigners pronounce it. I told the 
guide that s-a-i-l spelled sail, but that 
didn’t mean anything to him. 

You've probably heard about this 
Ver-sigh-uh place. It seems they 
had some kind of a war over here a 
few years ago, which you may or 
may not have heard about, and when 
this war was over the combatants all 
came here to the palace and signed a 
funny sort of document humorously 
termed a Peace Treaty. It was 
signed on the dotted line in a great 
big room called the Hall of Mirrors. 
The mirrors all had a permanent 
wave, and when you looked in ‘em 
you looked like you do when you 
get in front of one of those funny ones 
at Coney Island. The old birds who 
did the signing had fourteen points 
when they started, but the room was 
so large they lost ’em all before they 
finished. I found three of the pretti- 
est ones in a corner behind the table. 
I think I can use ’em on the phono- 
graph at home. 

The palace was built by Looie the 
Fourteenth. He’s the guy that had 
a lot of freak furniture named after 
him. The queen’s name was Marie. 
No, not the one from Roumania. 
This was Marie Antoinette. Marie 
had a sense of humor. When the 
mob during the Revolution stormed 
the palace crying, “We have no 


OILZY NIDEUS 


They call him Antony 
because he’s such an easy 
mark. 





Judge pays $5 for each one printed. 





Yes, she is very attractive, but is absolutely ostracized. 


bread!” Marie, who had tried to eat 
French bread herself, winked and 
said, “Why don’t you eat cake?’ 
That wasn’t a bad crack for a queen. 
French bread is baked in funny- 
looking sticks about three feet long 
A loaf of 
French bread bent in the proper 
shape makes a very serviceable bicy- 


and made out of rubber. 


cle tire. 

Out in the backyard Looie had a 
lot of fountains installed. 
said they only played once a month. 
It was the first time I had ever heard 
of musical fountains. I asked him 
if they played saxophones, but he 
wouldn’t answer me. 


The guide 


Between you 
and me, JupGx, I think he was lying. 
From here I go to Rheims. I will 
write you from there telling you all 
about champagne and how it is made. 
You can expect a graphic description 
as I shall be full of the subject. 
Hoping you are the same, 
Versailles, France. Nate Collier 


Rad 


“Did you make that face at me?” 
roared the master. 

“No, sir,” replied the culprit, 
“vou just happened to walk in front 
of it.”” —Northern Daily Telegraph 


x 


SS 


Smuggling through the Customs is 
an unpatriotic action, says a writer. 
People who do it forget their duty 
to their country. —Passing Show 





y 
[Yay Ze, 
el SP wewc€n 


None of the men 


will sit beside her or even on the same side of the car. 
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The Pact EE. 
, ( ‘ cs 
“FTSHEN you refuse?” asked the man ' \ 1 ly tg \ = TAA ~- 
+ ee . | ; . 
bitterly. ; { | Sy , \, iil 3 : 
The woman nodded, and there was EY wa pili’ at ‘ 
je, af at, VETERE He HS 
no trace of compassion in the set of } | i ME it ei 
f Naa ! be 
her mouth. | bo OMEN At id 
“I come to you,” pleaded the man p ANOS WN lel oS 
come to you, leadec e é ‘ +] mn tt tae i 
Re ) plea nan, 517 9 } ay Ha as 
and I offer you everything I have. - MAF uy tC UH | BNas 
a ie Bee nae ~s b 
Always you turn me down. | YY ee SSS 
The woman made a negative ges- [sh “ a 
f AMO) SA G . 3 
ture. BI Wh te 4 , i} Det 
“Always I shall do,” she said with i) \ = SV 
. . ‘s TU : g Z a me |) \\ 
quiet firmness. I cannot, shall not, OAL, i i LLL ZEL. \ 
. ’ y Ry Aa CY” A4t} H 
take your proposals really seriously | . “gg 
v —_ —y 
- yet. { | ‘ 
“Yet!” echoed the man, eagerly. Pai | | 
ri . [ . ~~ L 
“Then there is hope for me! =z . y } { | 
The woman regarded him coolly. + “ ; \i MM Ai | 
sie yi | HF he Bl 7 : 
There may be. It must depend A h ff EK me 
upon yourself.” ‘ HY ie a WN Aa 
e 2s . ‘ eit . wah nH | 
“But Ny eas . SX ee 5 
“Oh, what is the use,” broke in the \\] ; “tm \ QZ alates 
m on nD . SH 
woman. “I tell you your perspec- "\ ‘S.-M. , 
tives, your actions, your very style oo 
is repugnant to any modern woman. Parson—And is that bottle of whisky your sole consolation in your 
The woman of to-day wants love. bereavement? 
Love, real, rich and sustaining. ‘she Widower—Oh, no, parson, there’s a couple more in the cupboard. 


needs men who are tender, gentle, —London Opinion 
forceful but sweet. Who forever 

enfold their women in an ecstatic em- 

brace—who kiss with burning lips, TY? J1 INKS out, “for that sort of thing? Do you 
and whose eves. lit with the divine /s\ l NSA) think that sort of thing is in me? 
fires, send forth their messages of CS \Give a sentence withthe word 4 “Z Me!” 

worship The woman’s face softened a trifle. 
He saw the softening and was quick 
to continue. 


Hilbernating™ 

“My doctor 
says Hibernat- : 
“Am I the type of man,” he ground ing too much.” “Can't you take what I have to 
offer you?’ he pleaded. “It is all 
yours for the asking.” 

The woman shook her head. “I 
refuse,’ she said, firmly. “My de- 
cision is irrevocable, unless .. . ”’ 

“And,” said the man thoughtfully, 
“if I do these things you have said” 
his cheeks flushed, and an eager light 
was in his gaze—“‘if I do as you ask 

. What will be my reward?” 

He waited with parted lips. 

“Two guineas per thousand 
words,” said the woman. ‘Try your 
hand at it!” 

“Not bad pay,” said the struggling 
author, brightening. Taking his re- 
jected manuscript from the hands of 
the editress of Mona’s Monthly, he 
nodded determinedly. “Right! I'll 
try my hand at the love tripe on 
those terms.” —Passing Show 


The man recoiled, and regarded the 





woman almost in horror. 
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Visitor—Your husband gets a lot of 
Owner—I say, can you drive a car? sentiment out of his pipe, doesn’t he? 


Stranger—No, boss. Mrs. Richquick—Indeed he does. 
“Splendid fellow; then stay here and mind my car for a little while, It’s perfectly disgusting to see him 


will you?” —Passing Show clean it. Tit Bits 
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THE WORLD'S BES CIGARETTE 


For the 
who feels en 
to life’s 
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“Tt would be a good thing if France 
understood our foreign policy,” de- 
clares a writer. It would be a much 
better thing if we understood it our- 
selves. —Passing Show 

Riad 

Wife—The maid has just given 
notice; she said that you spoke in- 
sultingly to her over the telephone 
yesterday. 

Husband—Great Scott! I thought 
I was speaking to you. 

—Pele Mele (Paris) 


: 1 oIeZy WASEL, 
KEEP YOUR SKIN YOUNG Vv We call her bates 


Tedious treatments unnecessary ’ — amg a good time after 
if the soap used for daily cleansing is we shake her. 
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“Henry, you smell of tobacco. 
You’ve been with some woman!” 
—Sans Gene 











Now, Come What May 


[*™ not one of those who are al- 

ways reaching up to pluck the 
intangible plum, nor am I continu- 
ously applying jiu-jitsu tactics in the 
expectation of getting a half-Nelson 
on the tail of the comet. My am- 
bitions have always been of the same 
plausible nature and as easy to label 
as a can of tomatoes. 

One in particular has pricked my 
nervous system into action with the 
regularity of a Macy sale. This no 
less than the ambition of seeing my 
name in print. 

I have been writing letters to news- 
papers for years. I have commanded 
the draining system of East Tenth 
Street, lauded the synchronized work 
of street cleaners on the Fifty-ninth 
street bridge, and praised the one- 
man operation on Sixth avenue cars. 
To date only one of these many mis- 
sives has been printed. That was in 
tabloid form, minus my signature. 
The paper merely stated that the 
name of the correspondents would 
be given on request. (Right Box 14, 
Station K.) I have sent nonde- 
script articles to some thirty-seven 
prominent magazines, and it was 
only yesterday that I finished paper- 
ing our maid’s bathroom with a col- 
lection of monthly rejection slips. 

I gave $10 to the Society for the 
Protection of “Sailors on Riverside 
Drive, molested by young girls,” 
believing that my name would ap- 
pear in their Year Book. But after 
waiting six months the book finally 
appeared listing me as “a friend.” At 
this writing it would not be hard to 
assure them that Iam not. Besides 
this, I made a survey for Columbia 
University, entitled “Why Japanese 
students are never seen unless accom- 
panied by a kodak.’”” When the sur- 
vey was printed, it was counter- 
signed “Biology Department,” with 
no reference to myself. 

In desperation I gave up, consoled 
to meet death with this ambition 
still unsatisfied. 

Incidentally, we lived in one of 
those apartment houses where the 
janitor, besides running the elevator, 
fires the furnace, renovates the vari- 
ous apartments, and operates the 
telephone switchboard downstairs. 
Telephone communication had been 
almost an impossibility, so I was 
driven to putting in a private wire 
some six months ago. At last I have 
reached and plucked one of those in- 
tangible plums. A beautiful new 
telephone book came last week and, 
glory be to God, on page 297, given, 
Christian, middle and last name, in 
print. Only my telephone number 
has been changed to Audubon 6281. 

S. E. Rauh 


























Spectator (at village football match)—There’s a player for you, old 


Dick; ’e don’t run away, ’e waits for ’em! 








—Tatler 


“Look, Bill, that’s one o’ them things they ’ave to use to make worter 


safe to drink!” 


—Passing Show 
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Pocket Gen 


For men who 
| like to be on time 
| 


OCKET BEN was 

raised with Big Ben, 

Baby Ben and all his other 

| Westclox brothers. They 

| set him a good example 

and he lives up to it. 

| You can rely on him 

for sturdiness and truth- 

fulness, traits that are 

traditional with the 
Westclox family. 

You'll find Pocket Ben 

at the stores in your lo- 

cality. Price $1.50, with 
luminous dial $2 


4. 
— 


WESTERN CLOCK 
COMPANY 
La Salle, Illinois 
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JUDGE 
627 West 43d Street, New York, N. Y 

I want JupDGE for myself. | | 
have checked below the offer | 
accept. 
Herewith is $1.00 (check, 
cueck | Cash, stamps, money- 


HERE | order) or 10 weeks of 
Judge 








cuECK | cash, money-order) for 
21 weeks of JUDGE 











CHECK (check, cash, money-or- 
HERE 








der) for one years sub- 
scription to JUDGE 





Name 
1” 


Address 
City 


State 


Herewith is $2.00 (check, | 
7 Herewith find $5.00 | 
1 I 


FOR YOURSELF 


“And Love compares with a Bobtailed Flush, 
And the Draw is Marriage, we'll say: 
For whether you help your hand or not, 
You’ ve still got to ante away.”’ 








From 


SATIRE & SONG 


By 
MAURICE SWITZER 


The author is the vice- 
president of one of the 
country’s largest tire com- 
panies, and a man who in a 
kindly yet satiric vein has 
expressed his conception of 
life in sparkling, sponta- 
neous, jubilant song. 


Even though you do not ordinarily 
-ead verse, this volume will appeal to 
your sense of rhythm. Privately 
printed in a limited edition, we still 
have a few copies, illustrated in color 
and attractively bound in an Art 
Binding, size 64% x 8% inches, 
which we will be glad to send post- 
paid upon receipt of 


One Dollar 


Brunswick Subscription Co. 
627 West 43d Street, New York 
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Viste 


Exasperated V isitor—Have you no control over your children? 


Judging the Movies 
(Continued from page 21) 


story and character of Don Juan. 
I need only say, then, that in the 
picture, at a-glance from the limpid 
eyes of the excessively chaste Mary 
Astor, he graduates from orgies to 
knight errantry, defies the might of 
the Borgias, and marries the girl. 
To go through all these motions 
with gusto John Barrymore, of 
course, has to “fall back on tech- 
nique.” That is to say, he has to 
forget that he’s an unusually in- 
telligent artist whose joy it is to use 
his intelligence in the interpretation 
of a worthy réle, and “act.” Well, 
what with kisses and acrobatics and 
sword play, he “acts” all over the 
place, and may God forgive him! 


‘’T ‘ue Lapy ry Ermine” is just 
such a screen romance as one 
would expect to be concocted from 







Look, 


there’s your little Adbul looping the loop on my best magic carpet. 


—Passing Show 


an operetta of the Viennese type. 
The trouble is that when you pro- 
ceed to jell these light things in cold 
photography they betray immedi- 
ately their essential inanity. For 
those who didn’t see the operetta let 
me say that the story hinges on a 
dream so realistic that the invading 
Austrian general actually believes 
he has possessed the fair Italian 
Countess, wherefore he pays the 
price agreed on for his pleasure which 
is the release of her husband. 
Francis X. Bushman makes an ade- 
quate general and Corinne Griffith a 
very lovely young countess. But 
such a plot very distinctly needs 
choral interludes. 


FUNNYBOVES 


What they need around Chicago 
is a good detour. 





Uudge pays $5 for each one printed 
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Judging the Shows 
(Continued from page 19) 


their talents are no more suited to a 
play like this than they would be to 
the conduct and decoration of a hot- 
dog stand. Russian di- 
rector to put on a play dealing with 
American tank-town carnival life and 
a genius at silken spectacle to design 
a sordid canvas sideshow is hardly 
to be listed as a mark of producing 
sagacity. 


To hire a 


La Horton indi- 
cates that she has never got closer 
to her subject matter than a copy of 
The Billboard. Wer characters are 
the worst kind of fakes, and the 
lingo they speak is as artificially 
theatrical as a gelatine-slide. In 
addition, her plot no more fits her 
background than that of ‘““Damaged 
Goods” would fit a Will Hays’ birth- 
day dinner. What she has tried to 
do is simply to take a dirty story and 
get by with it by transparently affect- 
ing that the carnival background 
gives it a measure of honesty and 
authenticity. Who La Horton is, I 
wot but whatever her other 
heaven-sent gifts, a knowledge of the 
dramatic aspects of sex is not one of 
them. When she attempts to be 
either wise or dramatic in this de- 
partment she succeeds only in being 
a very silly and ridiculous 
The play is acted by a 
number of persons who probably list 
their occupation in the census statis- 
tics as actors. 


As for the play, 


not, 


very 
woman. 


IV 


TT new version of Earl Carroll's 
“Vanities” embraces the latest 
Charlot Revue. The best item in 
the latter is Gertrude 
erstwhile understudy, 


Lawrence's 


Jessie Mat- 


| 
| 
| 
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rm Wet Weather 


Stormy weather often 


cheap brake lining. 
when needed most. 
wet weather. 


why the careful 


The brakes fail to 
But Raybestos “holds” in 
That is one of the many reasons 
owner 


affects the efficiency of 


“hold” 


invariably specifies 


Raybestos when having his brakes relined. 


THE 
The Canadiar 


THERE (6 4 RAYSESTOS GRare 
SERVICE BTATION IN YOUR WiCIMITY 


thews, a charming and talented Eng- 
lish girl. Several of the spectacular 


numbers in the show are very attrac- . 


tive. “The Lace Petticoat” is a 
cut-and-dried musical comedy, with 
a very low grade of book, music and 
humor. Among the performers are 
Adelaide and Hughes. 
They were greeted on the opening 
night by loud applause from their 
great-grandchildren. 


the dancers, 





THE COURTESY OF THE ROAD 
A new gadget for considerate motorists which supplies a long-felt want. 


Passing Show 
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RAYBESTOS COMPANY, 
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‘ EUMYBONES 
Italy likes her duces wild. : 

s $5 for each one printed 
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Wine jelly when flavored with Abbott's Bit- 

ters is made more delightful and healthful 

Sample Bitters by mail 25 cts. in stamps. 
C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md 





INSIST UPON 


KEMP’ Ss BALSAM 





FOR THAT COUGH! 














ART PRINTS 
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“THE CURSE OF DRINK” 


By Maud Tousey Fangel 
This popular reproduction in three colors should be 
framed and hung conspicuously over the table at 
which you mix your cocktails. Size 9 x 12 inches 


Sent postpaid to any address for 


25 cents each 








“OH, MAMA!” 
By R. B. Fuller 


A aoe child picture that has a very strong maternal 
oe. Printed in four colors from the original 
plates on heavy Art Mat, size 1! x 14 inches. 


Prints will be carefully packed 
and sent postpaid upon receipt of 


35 cents each 


JUDGE 


ART PRINT DEPARTMENT 
627 West 43d Street New York 


PATENT-SENSE, iiss 


t de- 
served profits. Established 1869 wane 
LACEY & LACEY, 657 F St., Washington, D. C. 


SELF INFLATING LIFE BELT 
ett i ys tre seen eta ah a 


ieeerat 
LP ACTING LIFE BELT CO., SS £. Sth St., New York, 

















Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 110 











































































































' 2 3 Ss G6 7 (=) 9 0 " 
12 3 4 IS 1G 
17 18 
19 20 
! 
24 25 6 7 28 
50 si 32 A 35 
36 37 38 »” 
0 ' S 
AG 
7 
50 SI 52 33 
35 37 58 
5? GO {Gi 62 
63 









































Submitted by Ollie Meloay, Columbus, O. 


Horizontal 


1. System used for surreptitious communica- 
tion. 

4. This is just a little poke in the ribs. 

8. This should be taken when your mother-in- 
law arrives. 

12. Married men hold their wives in this. 

14. A correlative to neither or not. 

16. This is safe only when down and out. 

17. This often calls for an electric treatment. 

18. These would go further if it weren't for the 
tax. 

19. Where money comes from—originally. (Ask 
any gold-digger.) 

21. This girl slipped on an apple. 

22. No dead one could be this. 

23. An inhabitant of Fairy Land. 

26. Just a little deer. 

29. To buy or purchase back. 

$3. What every girl wants to be. (If she'd just 
put two and two together she'd get this.) 

$6. Conjunction. 

$7. To bite off by degrees. 

$8. Where fodder goes for the winter. 

$9. What Dempsey took at Philadelphia. 

40. Where barkeepers go on their days off. 

43. A busybody. 

45. This is tanked on motor trips. 

47. This is a great cut-up when it has an edge on 

48. This makes the Babe laugh. 

49. This is often seen with Flo. 

52. A good place for people on the water wagon. 

55. One who agrees—does this. 

57. A good thing to be in a World War. 

59. A beastly place. 

60. International Whisky Congress (init.). 

62. A judge of Israel (Biblical). 

63. A marked territory. 

64. This is always fast. 

65. A rose supporter. 


Vertical 


1. Subterranean depression. 
is deep stuff.) 

2. This means you are bound to pay. 

8. Received from a source or origin. 

5. Not disclosed. 


(Careful now, this 


Jupce pays $25 for each puzzle printed. 


6. Accomplish. 

7. You must be sad to do this. 

9. What the wandering boy does. 

10. Hard drink—if you like the stuff. 
very tricky, so think hard.) 

11. Any kid but your own. 

18. You've got to hand it to the waiter. 

15. What actors should learn to do. 

20. An Irishman’s picnic. 

24. It takes a very, very brave pedestrian to do 
this. 

25. This—and three men make a quartet. 

27. A shrub with bluish flowers. 

28. You'd just love to do this. 

30. A long period. 

$1. Self-consciousness. 

$2. A wife’s husband. 

83. A sheepish little one. 

$4. So’s your father to his old man. 
a bright son to get this one.) 

35. To supply what is wanted. 

41. This is very wordy. (You'll be able to find 
this in the dictionary.) 

42. A home wrecker 

44. Rendezvous for wine, women and voice 
culture. 

45. A back fence blah-blah artist. 

46. A spirited affair. 

50. The big noise on Broadway. 

51. To put two and two together. 

53. A tree fruit—or human cuckoo. 

54. It’s hard to get like this if you live off the 
fat of the land. 

56. A love call 

58. This is put down in Canada. 
here too, if we could find any.) 

61. You and me. 


(This is 


(It will take 


(It would be 


Bide a Wee” 

“I'm payin’ 
for my _ radio 
bide a wee kand 
I'm broke.” 
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. . 
Winner of Draw Your Own No More 
Conclusions Contest No. 73 * 
wn roamonins® | ROUNG Shoulders * . 


Thru New Automatic 
| Chest Developer 


Gets same results as military setting up— 
only quicker! Straightens you up at once. 
| Gives a wonderful feeling of health and 
fitness. Absolutely comfortable—light as 

a feather and invisible. 














Science has at last found a marvelous 
undergarment that fits lightly on the shoul- 
ders and works wonders with thin, round 
shouldered, hollow chested people — men, 
women and children. The moment you put 
| it on your shoulders square. Your chest expands gered, hollow chested men 
| full of fresh air. You begin to breathe deeply and and women take on a new 
| almost at once you feel possessed of new vitality. vigor and carriage By 

> ° thro 8 ers [— 
Yet for all these amazing results, you forget you gg Ry A 
are wearing this chest developer the moment after quickly strengthen your 
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you have put it on. Made of feather weight fabric, lungs and chest. Doctors 
it is light as a feather. It goes round the shoul- 40d military men every- 
| ders, leaving the chest free. At once you fee] Where endorse its use. 
your chest begin to lift with healthy inhalation . 
Backaches go as the strain is lifted off your spine : Try It at Our Risk 
Your nerves feel the relief in an instant. The whole t ape ae money RF try Aa ~ Govsteper 
effect is to tone ¥y : . ap ates or & days without risking one cent. Just fill out 
“whe ah niga your system and give you aninstant gry mall the coupon. Be sure to give chest meas- 


urement. When the Chest Developer comes, pay the 
postman only $2.85, plus postage. If after 5 days’ 


Hollow Chested Boys and Girls trial, you are not deli .—¥- return chest developer 

and your money will be instantly refunded. Send 

Show Marked Improvement today! The Well Company, C-71 Hill St., New 
Haven, Conn 

The Weill Military Chest Developer is actually an adapta- a 


tion of the academy uniform, only it is lighter and more com- 

fortable. It is built on the same principle—that if the weight THE WEN, COMPANY, 

is taken off cramped lung space your chest will begin to fill out C-71 Hill Street, New Haven, Conn. 
Frail, skinny boys and girls usually show remark- 
able improvement in a few weeks. Stoop shoul- 





Gentlemen: Please send me the new Well Military 
Chest Developer. I will pay the postman only $2.85, | 
plus postage, in full payment. If not delighted after | 
5 days’ trial, I may return the Chest Developer and 
you agree to return My money at once. 











_{N®& \ WEIL MILITARY 
CHEST 
DEVELOPER 


Address... tegdonaennees , | 


City se hee . State... 


| 











| 
| 
| Name 
| 
| 
1 


Chest Measure....... eomeen Inches | 
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Father (looking at son’s report 
card)—Do you know that George 
Washington was at the head of his 
class when he was your age? 

Son—Yes, but he was President of 
the United States when he was your 
age, pop. —Capper’s Weekly 
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The passion for realism in the 
theater has reached the point of pro- a 
viding real food on the stage for the ‘Siege 














actors. The next step seems to be e- nh 
to get hold of some real actors. 
—Passing Show Get Bunte Cough Drops. They 
clear and rest your throat. Made 
HHH of pure cane sugar, menthol and 
horehound. The menthol heals 
A correspondent in a Scottish —the horehound soothes. 


paper, commenting on the politeness MENTHOL: HOREHOUND 
of Londoners, says that as he left his . 

table in a restaurant the waiter co UGH 
Pantheon” y ay, 4) wantes to shake hands. It is not DROPS 











“Go cam, Big for us to shatter such a touching BUNTE BROTHERS, CHICAGO 
Boy, keep your faith in kindly human nature. Makers of World Famous Candies 
Pantheon.” —Humorist 
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“I do not agree with a word that you say, but I will defend to the death your right to 


say it.” 


Cut Out the Letters! 


My Dear Jupce: I have been often 
told that it is not proper for a young lady 
to “push herself forward,” but this is one 
time I can't resist. I admit it is partially 
in the hope of seeing my name in print, 
but it is more particularly to give you a 
bit of advice. Now please do listen to 
reason. You've got an awfully good 


magazine. The jokes are excellent. 
“Judgette” and “Judge, Jr,” are very 
good, although I personally consider 


“Judgette”’ a litthe—well wishy-washy. 
Your editorials contain more truth than 
poetry although once in a while I don’t 
quite agree—I only have one kick. Jupcr, 
please have pity on us, your poor innocent 
readers, and quit printing “Judge for 
Yourself.” Really it is a shame to have 
to waste our time and your paper (as well 
as ours) on anything as crazy asthat. Of 
course I admit it is flattering to see oneself 
in print, but I am sure that many others 
besides myself get sick of reading a half 
a dozen chronic grouches and college 
infants alternately slamming and praising 
you. Do that thing, Jupce, cut it out 
(this is meant literally). If you don’t I'll 
keep on enjoying your priceless magazine 
just the same. You are Al sportsmen to 
print those absolutely asinine letters any- 
way. Merry Xmas. Happy New Year— 
and keep going strong. Good wishes and 
good luck. R. C. Lederer. 
New York City. 

December 26, 1926. 


Where the Kick Lies 


Judge on the Bench. 

I have read your magazine ever since 
I was a kid and have always enjoyed it, 
but it hasn't been till lately that I've 
taken an interest in your section. I have 
taken the trouble of tracing back quite 
a lot of arguments both pro and con Pro- 
hibition, Religion, Politics, etc., and I 
find that I enjoy reading Judge for Your- 
self more than the jokes. Of course I 
realize that everybody is entitled to his 
or her views, but just the same I never 
realized that this world could have such 
narrow-minded, egotistical hypocrites. 

If these people, who denounce your 
magazine, dont like the editorials of 
W. M. H. and others, why do they read 
them? Nobody asked them to and all 
they have to do is close their eyes when 
they come to that page and open them 
again when the jokes appear once more. 
We can have our views, which are just as 
fair as theirs, as well as they. My 
opinion is the same as yours in regard to 
Prohibition, parts of Religion and all of 
Politics, and I think I'm broadminded 
enough to see their side, but allee samee, 
Jupcer, I’m sure that we could “take em 
for a buggy ride,” if they want to start 
any real arguments. Vire la Jupce! 
Atlantic City, N. J. Yours truly, 
December 22, 1926. Howard M. Phillips 


—VOLTAIRE 


A Drastic Remedy 


Dear Jupce: If you wish to do the 
world in general and readers of JUDGE in 
particular a favor take George Jean 
Nathan out behind the _ twelve-mile 
limit, tie a grindstone around his neck 
and drop him over and see that he doesn’t 
come up. 

JvpcE, I don’t see why you spoil a 
perfectly good magazine by letting a con- 
firmed grouch like the above-named 
criticize the shows. 

I have attended several of the shows 
he has been panning and in none of them 
did I see any trace of his so-called “‘flap- 


doodle.” 


And as for W. M. H., tell him he had 
better stick to his editorials and leave 
the movies alone. Well, Jupcr, here's 
hoping the crab, G. J. N., will be returned 
to his native element as advised. 

Sincerely yours, 
Richard Cookson 
North Westport, Mass. 
December 24, 1926. 


We Hadn't Felt It 

Dear Jupce: It hurts me worse than 
it does you to sever our friendly relations, 
but I think I might possibly be able to 
worry along without JupGe and I do not 
believe I can even begin to stomach any 
more of the articles by W. M. H., since 
the one in which he wants to know, 
“Who Made Gambling a Sin?” Allow 
me to say that JupGE has a severe ingrow- 
ing pain in the neck, and W. M. H. is it. 
His “‘stuff” disagrees with me physically, 
morally and spiritually, and should I 
contribute $5 more to his support they 
would disagree with me financially. 

Yours for a better magazine with 
W. M. H. off the payroll. When this 
happens, advise me and I will be more 
than glad to renew my subscription 

Paul A J vhnston 
Littleton, N. C. 
December 14, 1926. 
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The World’s Knowledge of Radi 


Contained 


IN FOUR VOLUMES IN ONE 


Of 


“EVERYMAN’S GUIDE TO RADIO 





Contributed to by the world’s leading radio scientists, without question, th 
ost Comprehensive, most interesting and absorbing, and the most complete radio 
book yet published in any country It is impossible to give comparisons becaus 
omparisons do not exist. One must read Marconi on the subject of “beamed tran 
nission’’; the late Charles Steinmetz on’ ‘Waves”’; Sir Oliver Lodge on Coils, or Ambr 
Fleming on “Vacuum Tubes,”’ before th mificance of these writings of the master 
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WITHOUT OBLIGATION TO BUY 627 West 43rd Street, 
So sure are the publishers of ‘‘Everyman’'s New York, N. Y. 
Guide to Radio” that these four volumes- 
in-one are just what everyone needs Gentlemen: 


to complete his reference library and so 
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WATER WENY 
JA DIO 


Prices slightly higher west of Rockies and Canada. 
Write for illustrated booklet of Atwater Kent Radio. 


Different and Better 


Here’s real, honest-to-goodness One Dial operation. You don’t 
need secondary devices to bring in stations quickly and clearly. 


Here’s the set that meets everybody’s conception of what Radio 
should be. Here’s true, natural tone—and the easiest way to get it. 
Here’s speed—with ease, precision, certainty. 

Atwater Kent One Dial Receivers are different and better. Yours 
—with an Atwater Kent Radio Speaker—is awaiting you at the near- 
est Atwater Kent dealer’s. 


Atwater Kent Mre. Co., 4. Atwater Kent, Pres., 4739 Wissahickon Ave. , Philadelphia, Pa. 


Every Sunpay Eveninc:— The Atwater Kent Radio Hour 
brings you the stars of opera and concert, Radio's finest program. 
Hear it at 9:15 Eastern Time, 8:15 Central Time, through: 


wear.New York wrtam ... Cleveland won . . Chicago 
wor.Schenectady weco. Mopls.-St. Paul wor .. Buffalo 
wee: . . Boston woc . Davenport 
wrc .Washington . . Pittsburgh «sp. . St. Louis 
waa . Cincinnati . . Philadelphia ww .. Detroit 
waas . Lowisville . ++ Memphis wen . . Nashoille 


MODEL 35, six-tube One Dial receiver, less tubes and batteries, $70. Model H Radio Speaker, 
brown crystalline finish, $21. Model G, same as Model H, but in amber-buff and sage-green, $23. 








